FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
since its immersion in the water. My return to modern
methods of locomotion was not very glorious, however, for
in the car I somehow felt my heart groggy.
Before long we were making our way, with horn sounding,
through the swarming streets of Srinagar, which was
streaming with electric light.
In the dining-room at the hotel we amused ourselves
like true savages, when prim couples, bare-backed and
massive-chested, manifested open disapproval of our shabby
clothes, untidy hair and buccaneer-black faces which no
topee had ever shaded.
But our amusement soon wore thin. It was depressing
to be so near that world, all dressed up as though it was
going to act in a comedy. After our months and months of
anticipation it was almost without pleasure that we clinked
our champagne glasses.
From Fifteen Miles a Day to Fifteen Hundred.
Good-bye to the careless life of the trail! Shadows of war
were hovering over Europe. Italy was attacking Abyssinia
and there was talk of closing the Suez Canal. We must get
back at once.
For the return to Europe, Peter wished to confide himself
to the care of Imperial Airways. I would join the Air-
France line at Karachi. That return by aeroplane remains
mainly a memory of bewilderment.
We flew over deserted, lunar-looking mountains in the
south of Persia, and it seemed to me that we had scarcely
started when, with ear-pieces on, "the-man-who-talks-to-
the world" was announcing our arrival at the next airport.
The Persian Gulf . . . Mesopotamia ... a few hours'
sleep at Baghdad . . . and then it was Damascus and the
Tricolour floating on the breeze.
We crossed Lebanon by car to Beirut. And there at last